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DISTRIBUTING AGENTS FOR CARL UPMANN’'S FAMOUS NEW YORK FACTORY.

“THE TROPICALES” 55 Cigar is made by Mr. Carl Upmann, who is unquestionably a connoisseur. I invite smokers who are looking
for an honest 5-cent cigar entirely different to all others, to try a “TROPICALES,” strictly hand-made, and each box bears the Union label.
This department is now complete with fine Key West and New York Clear Havana Cigars, received weekly.
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WOMEN OF THE FICTIONISTS

———

Writers, Both Early and Modern, Have
Not Represented the Sex Correctly.

i —

Supplied with Qualities They Do Not Possess
They are Declared to be Types, Though
Their Like Is Not Found in Real Life,

e

Boience Siftings.

The most repulsive character in all liter-
ature—that of Sin in “Paradise Lost’—is
represented as a woman. Milton was preju-
diced against the sex, and never did it
justice from any point of view. To what
extent later writers have been influenced
by his example in this respect we cannos
surely know, but it is certain, at least,
that they have too often echoed his
tone of general disparagement. It is
only mow and then that woman gets
what we oall a fair show 1n works
purporting to tell the whole truth about
her. The heroines of the novels and dra-
mas are, a8 & rule, only of fragmentary
correctness; they stand for conceptions of
feminine nature which can be veritied only
in spots, 8o to speak. The fact ia to be con-
sidered, of course, that woman in the ab-
stract is an acknowledged Dbewilder-
ment, but 1t does seem, neverthe-
lesas, as if those who make a
study of ber might present her more
accurately in the form of individual types,
She has been written abou% in a greater
measure than auy other one object in the
universe, and still it is practically imvossi-
ble to find her in books and on the stage as
sheisn actual life. We get mere glimpses
where we should have complete pictureas,
owing to the manner in which the reality
is blurred with mistaken fancy and idle
conjecture.

It is said that the Greek sculptor was
compelled to select from seven models the
radiant charms 1o compose his Venus ris-
ing from the sea; and the heroinesof litera-
ture are necessarily constructed after the
same piecemeal fashion. That is to say,

the average heroine 18 a combination of
qualities drawn from different sources, and
the selections are seldom or never made
with consistent and proper discrimina-
tioun. Thus we are shown an
order or women in whom art copies
nature only to confuse the understanding,
and to make facts have the etfect of false-
hood by reason of their forced relation to
each other. They are truein a sense, but it
18 a sense that wisleads when we come to
make application of the knowledge so ob-
tained. Wereadily discover that the wom-
en of our daily acquaintance do not har-
monize with these literary characters. Not
all of our skill and all of ounr patience can
fit them into a common groove and canse
them to have uniform mavifestation. The
points of ditierence are fundamental, and
we are accordingly bonnd to see that the
idea 18 & misrepresentation, or that the
sctual 18 fettered by conditions which pre-
vent it from hiving up to the theory of its
exiatence, and in either event our informa-
tion 1s unsatisfactory.

ALL HEROINES ARE BEAUTIFUL,

For the most part writers are agreed as
tothematterof makingtheir heroines bean-
tiful. They consider it a breach of Jogie,
as well as of taste, apparently, to depict a
woman who is lackiug io attractiveness of
face, form and mannera. Homely and awk-
ward women areexcluded from their caleu-
lations. The right of beauty to rule and

|
|

possess the earth 18 recognized as an 1ndis-
putable proposition. They have no use for
a bheroine whose looking - glass
tells her that it is impos-
sible for her to believe herself hand-
some. The styles of beauty are various,
but all marked and potent. Sometimes it
is devoted to good and sometimes to bad
purposes, but it never fails to have the in-
tended etfect.
tuted that they cannot resist its intiuence,
and do not seem to wish to if they could.
In a word, the beautiful woman is almost
uniformly represented to be the woman
who Dbrings things to pass, malking
men supremely happy or abjectly
miserable, as she may prefer., She
has her way by right of this one precious
gift; and other women, not thus favored
of the goas, are obliged to let her take
their lovers away f{rom
havoe with all their sooial plans and ambi-
tions. In some instances, it ig true, she
comes to their heroines in general terws,
leaving particularsto the imagination, Ho-
mer, for instance, does not give a catalogne
of thecharms of Helen: he simply specifies
bher remarkable beauty by saying that oid
age itself is astonished at the sight of her,
and does not wonder that Paris brought a
war on his conntry for her sake. It 1s the
same with Shakspeare. lHis heroines are
skétched in outline, and that 18 all; we are
permitted to imawine for ourselves their
peculiar points of fascination, and to find
likenesses of them amohg the women we
know in actual life,

As a matter of fact, the woman whom a
muan loves is always beautiful in his eyes.
He does not consult books for reasons to
justify his conclusion; she is transligured
by Lis devotion to her, and he cares noth-
ing for the views of cxperts. This is a
gracions provision of nature, in the interest
of the feminine sex as a sex, regardiess of
all artistic theories and speculations. It is
Ly no means sare tbhat Cleopatra was as
handsome to a tragio and melaneholy end,
but even then her beauty enables her to
triumph at the last moment by being such
o charming corpse that death is divested of
all its ugliness.

A FAULTY THEORY,

This theory of the superiority of beauty
is all well enough as theory; but its ac-
ceptance involves endlesa clash of opinion
and feeling. We have no standard of
beauty by which to adjust rival claims
and make peace between conflicting ele-
ments. When we say of a women that she
18 bandsome, it 1is Jike saying that
& night is splendld; if we under-
take to particularize we are Jost
In a vertigo of glittering adjectives.

This is the fault of the average author.
He takea details from several types and
tries to put them together in vindication

of an arbitrary personal preference, and |

the result i1sa composite woman whose
counterpart does mnot exist, The really
great writers are wiser in the matter,
They pamnt everybody else as she was
to Antony. The pictures of Mme.
IRecamier, celebrated for her beanty even
when she was wintry-haired and grand-
motherly, do not seem to warrant the su-
periative admiration that she received.
We know that Mme. De Stael was ugly,
judged by ordinary rales, aud that 1“1-
clothers were always 1ill-fitting; and yet
there were men who contended
that she had beauty, and Napoleon
feared her smiles more than any
sword. The poets and novelists
assume a privilege, therefore, that does not
belong to them when they 1nsist upen
dowering their heroines with given attri-
butes of beauty, and conveying that such
is the only gennine article, It is theirduty
to deal more considerately with a snbject

thut presents so manv opportunities for |

houestana smignificantdiflerencesof opinian.
However, 1t is not with regard to beaury

I8 open to serious criticism. He is still

more unfair and unkind to the sex inother |
it isa s coonstant delight to

relationa,
represent that women as a class never rea-

| son, but trust wholly to impnlse; that they
, scorn all snggestions of the value of study

and reflection, and guess their way through
every emwrgoncy. lhe man of experieuce

The heroes are so consti- |

them and play |
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knows that this is not tru® Ihere &re

{

frivolons women in plenty, to be sura, but |

there are frivolous men

in equal propor- |

tion, and of the two the former is far more |

preferable, Thereis more to be said in fa-
vor of the intuitive perceptions of
the majority of women than the

boasted judgment of the majority of men. !

We see this illustrated every day in the ik Iantastic and disavpointing.

general transactions of society. The lia-
bility to mistakeis a common misfortune,

butit is not true that the preponderance of |

error_is on the side of the sex that 1s sup-
posed to discard logic and trust to instinets.
Masculine vanity stands in the way of the

They sot forth, furthermore, that women

. are hopelesaly extravagant and careless of

the financial interests of their fathers aod
husbands. There is no more familiar char-
pcter 1n plays and novels than that of the
heroine whose demands for funds wreek
the fortunes of the hero and drive him to
vrison or to suicide. We are asked to
believe that women, as a rule, have no
conscience and no discretion in mwoney
matters, when the truth ia that they make
purchases with a great deal more prudence
than men do, and are really entitied to
c¢redit for most of the economy that men
are said to enforce., The namber of men
who are rained by extravagant wives is
very small in proportion to the number
of those who ought to be thankful that
they have vprovident wives to Kkeep
them out of bankruptey., Not one woman
in a thonsand will deliberately spend more
than her husband can spare. if he will only
be candid with her and tell her all about
his business atiairs. The masculine habit
of hiding the facts from wives in this re-

| gard is the cause of much of the alleged

extravagance of womankind.
WOMEN ARE NOT SPENDTHRIFTS.

Another of tho prevailing charges against
the fair six is that it 18 incapable of look-
ing at any 1mportant matter in an impar-
tial way. It decides everything, the eynics
say, according to its prejudices, and not
according to the evidence. Granting that

this 1s true, can we be gunite contiaent |

that these prejudices are oftener wrong
than right! The feminine mind has a curi-

ous knackof anticipating the evidence. It
mway be mistaken, of course; but, on the
other hand, it is very apt to be correct in
oases where the best judiciul machinery
cannot be implieitly relied apon. Nor is it
s settled fact, generally speaking, that
women are more at the mercy of their
prejudices than men. They are more likely
to formulate quick jndgments, but
that does nor necessarily siguify prej-
adica, Their methods of analy-
sis_ are direct and pvenetrating,
and we have much reason for bLelieving
that they are, to say the least, fully as
exact as the more labored and pretentious
processes of the other sex. What we de-
nominate the judicial sense 1s responsible
for numerous glaring miscarriages of jus-
tice, The recordsof thecourtsarecrowded
with proofs of this statement; and in the
faoe of such evidence, it 1s well to be slow
about condemuning the verdicts that women
tender upon questions that touch the
bhonor ana welfare of society, as well as
the reputations of individuals.

Still snother count in the indictment 1s
the aliegation of constitutional fickleness.
Taking a woman at her word, a sneenin
critic says, 1s like taking aneel by the tmE
But no man who cares to bear honest wit-
ness, and to speak from actual experience,
will indorse sach an assertion. ‘I'he bLest
friends that a man over gains are not of
his own se¢x, but of the one that ho is
prone to misjudge and depreciate. In
point of veracity, the tsatimony of a
woman is always better than that of a
man. They have resonrces of deception, it

| must be allowed, and it is well that they
alone that the average delineator of women |

are thus blest, since it 18 often impossible
for them to hold their own in tfeahuul
with men unpless they resort to pretense
and strategy.

The traditions and precedents of litera-
ture with respect to women are sadly de-
fective; in short, they do not represent the
sex a8 it has a right to be represented. It
Lias outgrown ail the excuses that ever ex-

isted for the various forms of disparage-
ment to which it is still made subject.
The women of the present age are worthy
of the sort of treatment that hasin it no
hint of the old theory of feminine alliance
with the powers of darkness. They are not
what the current writers say they are,
Tbe familiar heroines ol fiction are nf:itj-

18
time they were taken down from their
pedestals and put away with other useless
machinery, to make room for women of an
authentic description. l.et us bhave

| heroines drawn from the life that is now
' being lived, and not from the realm of im-

| coufession of the fact, but the fact 1s eamly |
| discernible all the same.

{ ago and

agiuation in which fagitive gualities are

patched together in such a manner as to

make truth refute itself and give a certifi-

cate of reality to a palpable falsehood.
e

THEIR SCHEMES WORKED WELL.

She Ralised Her Voice, He Raised a Row,
and Both Ralsed Some Money,
New York Herald.

It was a demure-looking little woman
that walked into the ladies’ cabin of a
Pennsylvania ferry-boat a few eveniugs
took a seat in the cabin that fasg
filled up. A respectable-looking man who
followed the woman took a seat beside her,
and, unfolding a newspaper, was, to all ap-
pearances, quickly engrossed iu reading,

The jingle bell bassounded and the ferry-
boat nad just cleared the slip when the
woman commenced singing in a rather
melodious voice. The passengers ceased
talking, and those who were reading
dropped their papers, and all eyes cen-
tered on the demure little woman, who
evidently intended making an appeal to
the charitable,

The man who came into thecabin behind
the woman dropped his paper also and
eyved the singer sharply for an instant. She
paid no attention to him, and at last, in a

voice clearly heard by the passengers near- '

about, the man asked the woman to stop
singing, as she was disturbing the passen-
gers and bhim in particular,

Thoe requnest, or rather command, at-
tracted the attention of those who heard it
and they looked upon the man with ex-
pressions of disgust, But the woman paid
no heed to the imsolent remark and con-
tinned with the little song. The man
lJeft his seat and went to the forward
deck. He reappesred with a deck-
hand, who assisted the man in getting
through the crowd and to where the little
woman still sat singing. 1 want you to
make this woman stop her noise,” said the
man, now apparently aroused. “It's against
thernles. She's evidently going to ask for
aima.” The woman had stopped singing,
and waa now Jlooking innocently at the
man and the deck hand.

From two or three passengers came the
ery of “*Sbhame!” but the man whose nerves
were so shaken vy the woman’'s voice, and
who wanted the rules enforced, seemed to
pay no attention to the remarks until the
woman addressed him.

“I'm sorry to have disturbed yon, sir,”
she said rather loudly. “but I thought Il
might be able to gather a little money,
which I need.”

“*Your singing di1d annoy me exceedingly,
but if you are needy I'm sorry 1 stood in
the way of your obtaining mooey, and I'll
help youn,” he said, takingof his hat and
dropping a dollar bill in it. Then he start-
ed around the passengers and one after an-
other dropped silver pieces in the hat until
a considerable fund had guickly grown.
This the man transferred to the woman,
and reseated himself and buried his face
Lehind his paper. .

The ferry-boat had reached her destina-
tion, and the passengers left the boat.
Five niinutes later the man and woman
stood on the corner of Liberty snd Church
streeta,

“How much did we get!” the man asked.

“Nearly £5." she replied.

“*Well, lev's try the South ferry now,” he
said, and off they walked together.

—— o —
A Gilve Awny.
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Minnie Ball-I know you have proposed
8 good many times since leap year began,

Amy Buatt—How do you know?

Minnie Ball-Becaunse your gown 1s bag-
ged at the knves,

AN EMPEROR'S FOOTPRINTS

——

The Familiar Hauntsof Dom Pedro, Who
for Many Years Wisely Ruled Brazil.

e

The Palace of Ban Christavao—Solemn Fool-
eries of Court Ceremonials— How the Em-
press Dressed on State Occassions.

e

Epecial Correspondence of the Sunday Journal.
Rio pE JANEIRO, March 12.—So short a
time has gone by since royalty lived and
moved and had 1its being in Brazil, that
visitors to the capital are still interested
in its late familiar haunts, and the citizens,
yet loyal at heart to the institutions to
which they and their ancestors were born,
take as much pride in showing them oft as
before they began masquerading at repub-
licamsm. One may spend a profitable
week in visiting the several homes of the
late Emporer and following the paths he
trod, aceceptably to all men, for more than
half a century. First one should hunt ap
the oldest city palace, (built in 1743),
in Praca D. Pedro Segundo, which, up
to the Jast day of the empire,
served as a sort of overflow house for the
bolding of conrt receptions onunusual gala
days, and was thrown open to the populace
on every Corpus Christi day, that they
might enjgy a peep at the crown plate and
jewels. For more than a hundred years the
vice-regents of Rio had no official abbiding
place, until, in 1600, the Portuguese King
purchased for that purpose a building in
the Rua Direita, whose site is now occu-
pied by the new exchange, I1tsoon became
too small for the increasing dignity of the
colonial governors, and then the palace in
the Praca D. Pedro Seanndo was erected.
There is nothing palatial orimposing about
the latter, though 1t is said to have cost a
mint of money—poseibly because its an-
cient builders were better mathamati-
cians than their employers in dis-
tant Portagal. It has had so many
adaitions and annexations from time to
time that its original character, if it ever
posseased any, was lost long ago. In 1508,

when King Joso VI arrived with his fam-
ily and court (baving been compelled to
take refuge in Brazil to escape capture by
the French), the palace was altogether in-
sufficient for the shelter of so many per-
sons. So the Carmelite friars on the op-
poaite side of the street gave up their con-
vent for the use of the King, and it was
conpected with ihe abode of royalty by a
covered bridge thrown acrossthe thorough-
fare, which still remains. Another bridge,
of light iron-work, aiso covered, span-
ning the Seventh of September street,
connecta the old convent with the Imper-
ial chapel B8till there was mnot room
enough to meet the extraordinary de-
mands of this royal family and their
numerous retinue, and bnilding after build-
ing was appropriated and annexed, until
the whole neighborhood became acontinu-
ous “palace.” For many years Queen D,
Maria I, who 1s spoken of asa Jezebel, in
no wise behind her Jewish prototype in
temper—made her home in the Carmelite
convent. The suite of rooms on ti:e third
floor, now occupied by the Institato His-
torico—whose Jibrary possesses books of
great value pertaining to Brazilian history
—is pointed out as having been her private
apartments.

DIVERSIONS OF ROYALTY.
Many queer stories are told of these early
scions of Portuguese royalty. Forexample:
1t 1s said thatMiguel, brother of Dom Pedro

I, and uncle of the late Emperor, used to
divert himself ana his protfiigate associates
by seizing a sucking pig from some poot
wowan's stall in the public market, throw-
ing it alort, and receiving 1t peatly upon
the point of hissword, while all the mothe.
ers thereabouts hastily hid their babies un-
der their petticoats, expeoting them to be
served in the same manner. Sometimes the
sport was varied by the dainty nobleman
throwing up the squealing victime, that
his Highness mighs catch them wupon his
weapon with less exertion. ,

It was in the days of King Joao VI that
8 wealthy merchant of Rio, named Elias
Autonio Lopez, presented to the sovereign
his own residence, situated in the beauti-
ful suburbs of Sao Christavao, which a
that day was considered the finest private
house in South America. Whether the
princely gift was & voluntary contribution
or not, | am unable to say. Old King John
bad often visited the place 1n course of his
country drives, and had couceived a great
fancy for it; and there have been other
anointed heads whose fancies it was not
wise to oppose by any considerations of
menm et tuum. The bhapoy recipient
dubbed the estate the “"Real Quinta da Boa
Vista”—*The royal garden of beautiful
view,” but it continued to be quite as
often called by the oid mname of
FPraca da Sao Christavao. It il ]
cortainly well suitea for an imperial resi
dence, ocenpying a commanding site over.
looking the city, in one of its most pictr
esque suburbs, The editice has been so ma:.»
times enlarged sinoe the generous Lopez's
day the result is a queer absence of ar ™
itecursal harmony, its most prominent feat~
ure being the left wing, & square structure
three stories bigh, while the other wing
has two stories. Yet. as a whole, it ia
charming, its white walls in bold relief
against the dark-green wouutains of
Tijuca, in the midst of extensive grounds
of much natural beaunty, laid oot in wind-
ing avenues, stretches of emerala lawn,
artificial lakes, thickets of orna-ment.
sl shrubs, with fountaifi and statues ad
frequent intervals, all shaded by the
most splendid trees of the tropics.

ON THE WAY TO THE PALACE.
To reach Boa Vista palace, take a can

riage at your hotel door and drive down
the Rua Cattete, skirt the bay along the

Praya da Gloria, rattle through the Rua
das Manguerras (street of leather pipes),
dash under the agueduct arches of Matae
Cavallos (horse-killing avenue), turn inte

the Rua das Invalidas (street of sick peo-
le), and then follow the Mata Porcas ( pig-

illing street), until at last you come teo
the direct road that leads out to Sao Chris-
tavao. The well-paved avenue has lamp-
posts set on either side, and is lined with
bandsome suburban homes, set in gardens
of perpetual bloom, shaded by feathery
palm trees. That huge white building on
the left, its glittering walls and cupola
crowning an eminence overiooking the bay
is one of the few institutions of Rio
which we shall not visit. It is the famous
Lazarreto—"Imperial Hospital dos Laz-
oras’ —founded by the Jesnlts more than a
century ago, aud still cared for by the
brotherhood Santissima Sacramento da
Candelaria. 1t is said to be crowded all
the year around with lepers in all stages
of the loathesome disease, and good lira-
zilians never look at its white walls with-
out crossing themselves and mauttering
prayers for the helpless wretches. You
pass groups of mules, with skin covered
panniers containing fruit, vegetables, poul-
try and charcoal ou their way to market;
lavenderas (wash-women', ¢lad in ““the liv.
ery of the sun” (black hide), and not much
elge, balancing huge Laskets of clothes on
their heads; jaunty negresses, fat and be-
jeweled, and carriages of the wealthy,
with coachmen usid footmen iun Ore
geons liveries — ell so precisely like
other suburban streets that you are not
aware of being within imperial grounds,
till suddenly the great palace looms up be-
fore you. bButit 1s not so near at hand ns
it looks, for the drives are winding and
girenitous and yvou bhowl along steadily at
a swart space for a full bhalf bour—during
the greater portion of this time the
bulldmx is invisible—Dbefore you enter the
splendid avenue of mango trees that loads




